go                        ERECHTHEUS.

CHORUS.
Wise of word was he too surely, but with deadlier

wisdom wise,
First who gave thee name from under earth, no breath

from upper skies,
When, foredoomed to this day's darkness, their first

daylight filled thine eyes.

PRAXITHEA.
Child, my child that wast and art but death's and now

no more of mine,
Half my heart is cloven with anguish by the sword

made sharp for thine,                                    870

Half exalts its wing for triumph, that I bare thee

thus divine.

CHTHONIA.
Though for me the sword's edge thirst that sets no

point against thy breast,
Mother, O my mother, where I drank of life and fell

on rest,
Thine, not mine, is all the grief that marks this hour

accurst and blest.